T he 1953 discovery of DNA's structure by James Watson and Francis Crick is a triumphant narrative with an uneasy subtext. Rosalind Franklin's crystallographic work was a vital part of the evidence. Yet, although her results (and those of Maurice Wilkins) were published in the same issue of Nature as theirs, Franklin was denied adequate credit for years (see Nature 496, 270; 2013). Watson and Crick never fully acknowledged the debt while she lived, and when she died at 37 of ovarian cancer, she effectively spared the Nobel committee the impossible decision of which trio to reward with the 1962 prize in medicine or physiology.
The question you need to ask yourself before seeing Photograph 51, Anna Ziegler's play about Franklin and the race to pin down the double helix, is how you like your sciencein-theatre. Do you insist on adherence to the historical record, or do you accept that the aim is to illuminate and interrogate themes? There is plenty here to upset the sticklernot least, the status of the titular X-ray diffrac- (Harper Collins, 2002) , Brenda Maddox challenges that idea, suggesting that Franklin's class and religion (she came from a wealthy Jewish family) had an equal role in her isolation at King's. Ziegler finds a good accommodation: without any of the male characters becoming chauvinistic caricatures, we are left in no doubt that science was not welcoming to women in the 1950s.
More contentious in both history and the play is how to think about Franklin's science. Her experimental acumen is made clear; Kidman spends a lot of time at the lab bench. But what might have held Franklin back was that she did not trust model-building, believing that the structure must be revealed through mathematical analysis. Along with photograph 51, Watson and Crick assimilated other data, notably biochemist Erwin Chargaff 's observation that in DNA, the amounts of adenine and thymine bases, and of cytosine and guanine, are equal. Perhaps more importantly, Watson, Crick and Pauling felt confident enough to foul up. All three committed howlers in trying to get the prize -Pauling's triple helix, published in early 1953, contained elementary errors. Ziegler's Franklin would have been mortified by such blunders.
That, perhaps, is the most valid message of Photograph 51. For science to thrive, there must be the freedom to fail. In Franklin's time, it is not surprising that a female scientist would think that she could ill afford that luxury. I am not at all sure that even a young Watson and Crick today could so freely take the risks they did. And shamefully, with evidence of gender imbalances in peer review and tenure, harassment and discrimination in the laboratory, and casual gender stereotyping still deemed acceptable by some leading scientists, the stakes remain still higher for a latter-day Franklin. 
